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The Fox Barks
Let's see -- by now this hackin' year should have

presented you with heat, rain, bugs, road construction
that sort of crimped the joys of open country, aromas,
wind in your face, people gawking and waving. But it
has been fun!

Also by now you should be settled in with your
riding buddies, two or three wheels, and be off to some
good times. You may even have kicked around giving
your group a name, considering yourselves a "club".

You may remember a couple of issues back this
page carried some light-hearted comments about clubs
and their "problems". Yeah, any group has some minor
problems, but if you like group riding, the problems are
really minor compared to the fun of being together.
Having a name and some kinda form, maybe matching
patches or jackets or hats, adds to the pleasure.

That "some kinda form" can be the challenge. A
club can vary from the simplest of taking a name and
going for rides, to as highly complex structure. The
simplest is great if riding with a few friends is all you
look for. For bigger groups, it may get more complex.

So you start out by yourself. Maybe you get in
touch with someone else nearby. But if you want to go
for a larger group, with larger goals, how do you find
more hackers who want to join? Finding sidecar
owners isn't easy -- all in all, we're sort of rare.

Area dealers may be of some help, but mostly
take a dim view of such "accessory" use. Area bike
groups may be of more help, if you can find THEM.
Or you can contact the USCA for a list of members in
the area you'd like to draw from. Al Roach, our Mem-
bership Registrar  is the one to contact, and he'll explain
what he can do for you.

When the Hoosier Hacks was but a gleam in Rob
Valdez' eye, he contacted USCA, was referred to Ed
Johnson, who told him of Al Roach's magic name lists,
and recommended a place to meet for a weekend
introductory rally. The idea was to spread the word
around Indiana and bordering parts of Illinois, Michi-
gan, Ohio and Kentucky, about a neat weekend, then
get names from the registrants or other replies for later
contact. Keep a copy of the mailing list from  Al -- it
may come in handy for later contacts if you get a club
going.

If possible, pick a campground with or near some
interesting things to do, and will welcome several
sidecars. The men, of course, will enjoy meeting other
sidecarists, and kickin' tires. The women and the kids
will appreciate a pool and things to see nearby.

After our campout, Rob spent some time going
over names and planning for a second meeting. He
then called for an organizational meeting at a restaurant
meeting room. He again used postal cards to keep costs
down -- since there was no treasury yet, it was out of
his pocket.

Because this was to be a state-wide group, we at
the meeting decided we needed some officers, a
newsletter, but no clubhouse since we were so scat-
tered. For a smaller and more local group, some
officers may be optional, but a "president" or contact
person should be designated. Minutes, treasury, etc.,
can be set up as needed. "Newsletter production"
should be assigned early, so members can receive at
least a postal card about events. Avoid saddling one
person with too much, especially if it costs money.

Money! As soon as a group wants to do some-
thing as a group, even if it's a postal card now and then,
it takes money. Flowers for an illness or a bereavement,
etc. -someone needs to take the money, even for one-
shot events -and this takes some planning and a
designated person. There are other activities that take
money -- at least to start. So, keep your activities
simple or plan ahead.

Business meetings occur as there is business.
Since everyone likes to eat, plan a carry-in or restaurant
meeting to lure members for the business. But try to get
together for rides or other activities as often as possible.
Important -- it takes effort, but things run much better if
members are not pressured to attend activities -- some
are quite satisfied just to "belong", unless they're
harassed, whereupon they quit. It's better to keep the
atmosphere upbeat.

Clubs are fun, CAN be set up easily, CAN be run
simply. Or you can get as complex as you have people
willing to do the added work. Wanna give it a try? Let
us know if we can help.
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Leanout
Good Friday didn't start out so good, as when I

went out to grab my bicycle for some morning exercise,
it had a flat tire. Two patches later, it was still leaking
some air, so I said the heck with it, set it aside and began
packing the sidecar rig. Several of us had agreed to meet
at a campground, about a 65 mile ride for me, up into
the local mountains.

It had been a while since the rig had been out, so I
stopped off at the gas station to top up the auxiliary tank,
then hit the road, the morning being a nice Spring day.

The morning ride was a nice one until I overtook a
car and passed it, then they sped up and seemed intent
on tailgating my rig. I can never figure out how you can
overtake someone, and then the idiots seem to wake up
and get mad at the fact that someone is in front of them.

To make a frustrating story short, I wound up
pushing the rig up to the 70 mph mark to loose the car,
since they wouldn't pass me and I didn't want them on
me. With my little 650 Nighthawk and a Watsonian full
of camping supplies and food, that took some shifting
and revving, but the combo got the job done, and we
were able to settle down to a sedate 55 mph, after a few
35 mph curves had backed off the would-be tailgater.

The campground seemed about as full as I had
ever seen it, and for a while I questioned our decision
about a choice of camping over the Easter weekend.

By the next afternoon, I really questioned the
situation as we had endured noisy neighbors till nearly
midnight, wound up with every kid in the campground
playing down by our site (as far away as they could
probably get from their sleeping parents who didn't
want them making noise at their own campsites), and
the late night revelers of the past night, then decided to
bless all their neighbors with a radio turned up.

I went into my slow burn mode. Grrrrr.

Was I up to another night of being kept awake?
Could I handle the next batch of kid noise? Could I
handle the radio of their "parents"?

What had happened to the concept of just going
camping to get away from it all? These people seemed
intent on bringing it all with them! And sharing it,
whether anyone wanted it or not!!

Decision time.

No, I wasn't up to handling it. However, I was
the "chef" for several of us that evening. I set about
preparing what I could for dinner, then set about
packing up my tent and gear.

Baked potatoes take a bit of time before you put
on the steak, so by the time the steak went on (to the
tune of the neighbors' music), the rig was mostly
packed and ready to RIDE!

Dinner finished, the final gear was stowed, near
nightfall.  It had been quite a while since I had been
out after dark with the rig. I had forgotten just how
nice I had set it up for night riding, nearly eleven years
back. Nice Carrelo quartz light in the bike fairing,
sidecar running lights and the extra quartz light on the
front mount frame.

The rig lit the night up well.for traveling.  Those
who overtook me, passed. Those who followed, when
the two-laner turned into a serpent of moderately
moving taillights, kept their distance. The evening was
mild, the bike ran good, the rig handled well.

By the time I arrived home, I was in much better
spirits. The ride had provided me with some nearly
forgotten memories of night travel with the rig, a
decade back when it pierced through the darkness in
places like Wyoming and the Dakotas.

It didn't matter that it was nearly in my own back
yard. The ride had been a good one. A definite "es-
cape" in more than one sense of the term.

I garaged the rig that night, with a smile on my
face. It didn't matter that I would later find out that the
noisy camping neighbors and kids had shut down
shortly after I had left, and my friends had enjoyed one
of the quieter nights they'd had at that campground.

I'd had one of the best nighttime sidecar rides I'd
had in years.

One of my camping chums had made himself up
a special cap that he wore to that campout. It was sort
of an inside joke about some of his other riding
chums, and it sort of summed up the weekend.

"Shut Up And Ride!"
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Letters
REAR TIRE SURVEY
Dear Editor

I would like to do a survey of rear tires on
sidecar rigs, regarding how many miles people
are getting on their tires.

If this would be of interest to anyone, I
would like them to send me information as to the
brand, model, and size tires they are using and
how many miles they have been getting on them.

Also, I would need some basic information
on the motorcycle and the type of riding they do
(highway, city or dirt roads).

 I have not had any experience at this type
of work but I do have a computer with software
that I can use to make graphs from this type of
data, and would like to give it a try.

I am also sending a copy of this letter to
Mark Denard at the CHAIR (Canadian Side Car
Owners Club) and Jim Dodson at HACK'D, to
get it to as many people as possible. Due to the
time lag of publications and my lack of experi-
ence, this probably would not be ready until late
this year, but it might give some help to anyone
planning to replace their tires this fall.

I am the guy with the Harley Sportster with
the Companion sidecar.

Kenneth Hansen #5063 1400 Rt. 321,
Elbridge, NY 13060

DEAR USCA.
Please send "Riding With A Sidecar" as

soon as possible (per the enclosed order form), as
we would like to send it to Uganda, with a trials
sidecar. In Uganda, 125cc enduro bikes are
considered deluxe personal transportation, and
are even used as field ambulances. That's right,
sometimes they come into the mission hospital
with a sick or injured person strapped on the
back... just in time.

The sidecar should make it a bit easier, as it
has no body or seat, just a flat board -- like a
stretcher.

I have found the information in this book on
how a sidecar works to be indispensable in
setting up and understanding my own rig
(GL1000/Dnepr), Which is my only winter
transportation -- safer than a car on slippery
roads, and if I get stuck I can work the throttle,
clutch and brake, and push it out of a snowbank
by myself all at the same time -- try that with
your Ford.

Please send the book to: Christian Motor-
cycle Club c/o Bob Kingsmill, R.R.#1,
Beaverton, Ontario, Canada LOK 1AO

RECREATIONAL
ACTIVITIES.
Dear Sir:

I work for Service Coordination locating
services including recreational activities for
individuals with a diagnosis of a developmental
disability. I work with an individual who has
never ridden a motorcycle but enjoys watching
motorcyclists ride by his house. He would enjoy
motorcycle rallies. Could you please send me a
schedule of your rallies and other activities,
especially activities in the Baltimore Area?
While physically unable to ride a regular motor-
cycle, he would enjoy riding in a sidecar. If you
know anyone in the Baltimore area who has a
sidecar and might be willing to give him a ride,
perhaps you could give them my phone number
and have them contact me at (410)882-4710.

If you have any questions, please feel free to
call me.

Mary Rice, Service Coordinator, Central
Region, ARC of Frederick County 8641 Loch
Raven Blvd. Suite 2E, Towson, MD 21286-2311

MOTO GUZZI NATIONAL OWNERS CLUB
MONTHLY NEWS LETTER OF TIPS,
STORIES RALLIES ETC. NATIONWIDE.
$18.00 for couple membership OR $19.00
FOR SINGLE MEMBERSHIP. CONTACT:
MGNOC, R.R.#1, Box 136, Ellsworth, KS
67439. (913)472-4988.
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Letters..
SIGN WITH YOUR OUTFIT.
Dear Editor

Yes, I would like very much to sign on with
your outfit, please find my application and the
check for enrollment. I would like to thank you
for the sample copy of your magazine, dated
July/August 1993. I am certain that I will find
some very interesting reading, beyond the letter
that I noticed when I first glanced through it. See
page 11. And in reply to said letter:

Dear Sir,

It is regrettable that you had difficulty
getting attention from the folks at Harley. As to
Mr. Willie G., if you had not figured out before
hand, that he is an accessory sales person and not
into the mechanics of Harley-Davidson Motor
Company, I am certain you are aware of it now.
Welcome to the club, but my experience has not
been bad with Harley.

They have a very poor parts network but the
service I have received in all dealerships has
always been first class. To this date I have never
had to carry a Harley back for re-work unless the
mechanic instructed me to do it before I left the
shop to start with. That would be for, say, after
break-in adjustments, etc.

I have not been so fortunate with European
and Japanese motorcycles. To be more exact, I
have had very few times to not carry a BMW
back for re-work. And my Moto Guzzi. I am still
fuming over that one. I was told that I did not
know how to ride. Evidently the mechanic, and I
use the word very loosely, thought it was quite
natural for the alternator to stop charging when
the RPMs dropped below 5,000. He charged me
a tidy sum for this valuable information. And just
as you did, I carried the motorcycle to a second
shop.

Eurosport Cycle in Fort Worth, where the
mechanic, Tony Lewis, took the time to check
the machine, told me what was wrong, gave me
an estimate of the repair cost and then fixed it for
that amount. It is not Harley alone who likes to

forget who keeps them in business. There are ill-
bred con artists at all levels of society.

Now, as to your problems in handling. First
of all, I would never do what you did. Not No!
Not ever, not on a Harley, not on a Beemer, not
on a Honda Gold Wing. Not even if I had been a
sidecarist for 20 years. Not no way, not no how.
Not even on a solo machine. Before I ride any
motorcycle very much further from home than I
would be willing to push it back, I, not a me-
chanic, am going over it. Mechanics are humans,
they make human errors. So do I, but hopefully
human errors of two people will not be the same
and I'll find that bolt he forgot to tighten, when
another mechanic called him to come quick and
grab this one, it is falling. Secondly, I test ride it.
I test ride it in really close, then further and
further. I never go on a trip with less than 100
miles since the last service even if I do it myself.

As to your sidecar, I don't even own one yet.
I am in the research stage at present. My first
steps were to speak to others familiar with
sidecars. From there I bought the books available
from USCA and read them. Even the catalog. I
mailed letters of inquiry to the manufacturers.
Those who did not respond I immediately disre-
garded, because experience has taught me they
would disregard me in times of need, once they
had been paid for their product. From the litera-
ture and willingness to discuss the product I have
narrowed my choices down to the California and
Velorex. Still I do not own a side car. But I have
the situation into the choosing state. Obviously
the California would be a good choice, but then I
have limited resources, so I must consider the
Velorex. For two thousand dollars I can attach it
to either the Moto Guzzi or the BMW. The
Goose is stronger, the BMW has a better parts
network and gearing selection. Another choice.

But back to the sidecars, can I learn to
operate one? Not a doubt in my military mind as
some of the people I see operating them have
trouble writing their own names. But will I ever
be at ease on one, will my wife like to ride in it
or will she say thanks but no thanks, will they
destroy my motorcycles? Unknown. Op for the
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Velorex. I do not want to loose money but I can
certainly afford to loose two thousand dollars
easier than sixteen thousand or so. And as every
sidecarist has told me, the sidecar is not for
everyone.

Maintenance, Mr. Mullett, maintenance is
the tail that wags the dog. And when you said
they gave you a manual, then said the tire pres-
sure was off in all three wheels, I knew immedi-
ately you had not read it. Turn to trouble shoot-
ing, look up the symptoms you are having and
see solutions, try them, if it doesn't work then go
to a mechanic.

Now if I have read it right, you pulled out of
the Harley house and rode what, 1,800 miles on a
new motorcycle. Given that think about, your
tires were just about then getting scrubbed in
good if they were Dunlops. That alone would
cause misalignment, perhaps if I have read the
manual properly, sufficient to require re-align-
ment in lean angle. The manual says it is some-
times necessary just to compensate for road
angle, load change, even prevailing wind. If you
had measured your ground clearance at the time
of purchase and again now, you might well find
that the settling from breaking-in had lowered
your rig somewhat, and in all probability not
proportional at all points of road contact. That
would require adjustment possibly. And around
one to two thousand miles is about where it will
show up if it was done properly to start with.

As you discovered, an empty sidecar is a
real trip to ride. The Sidecar Operating Manual
recommends ballast in the car, especially for
beginners. Having read that, a few plastic bottles
filled with water, or an old innertube filled with
same, placed behind the seat of the side car, and
you would be ready for the parking lot to play.
You have an entire new set of mental reflexes to
construct and then the old ones to learn not to
use. If I recall, the first and only sidecar rig I
tried to drive always seemed to go the wrong
way. It went exactly the way I steered it, which
was not actually the way I wanted to go at the
time.

You now have 200 or so miles in the park-
ing lot and on residential streets, so now, Mr.
Mullett, you are ready for those country roads.
Try as nearly deserted ones as you can find. Tight
turns a nicety, good visibility a must. Make the
wheel come up. If the shoulders are conductive,
push it till you loose it. 500 miles or so of that,
then you cruise the freeway for a few hundred.

By now you have a rapport with the rig, if
not, hopefully you have decided it will not
happen and have given up. But assuming you are
happy with your lot, then a trip to the shop for a
good maintenance and then your own after
maintenance check, a 100 mile test ride, load the
darn thing and boogie!

Now, I don't even own a side car rig, but
that is exactly the way I intend to do it here in
about another month. Maybe I am all wet, if so,
tell me about it. I have, oh, say 1,000 people out
there, who have all ready been where I am going.
I am a foolish person but not suicidal, I will
listen to every tail told to me and remember them
all if I can. Hopefully when I am faced with a
problem. My instincts along with what I learned
around the camp fires and coffee runs, will let
me live to solve that problem and face others
with greater resolve.

Sorry about the inconvenience with Harley,
trust me, you are not alone. Keep the rubber side
down, it is easier on the paint.

William Shelton Duncanville, Texas.

Letters..
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WHAT IS THAT THING?
Dear Editor

In the 53rd Annual Sturgis article, in the
March-April issue of the SIDECARIST, there is
a photograph of an enclosible, streamlined bike
that appears to have outriders for stopping. What
is that thing? It looks very interesting.

I've been hacking for about ten years and
currently have a restored 1951 Steib S500 on a
1967 R69S. I'd consider selling that rig if I could
find a suitable two-wheel drive rig for off road
use and getting up my snowpacked switchback
road in the winter months. I've been thinking of
picking up a two-wheel drive Dnepr and convert-
ing it to Beemer power. Is there anything else out
there?

Bill Cotton #3914 Belivue, Colorado

[The idiot who did the Sturgis article and
photos, managed to get out of the show without
the name of the "thing", nor any information on
it. From what could be seen, I suspect the power
was from a Honda 1500/6.

Did any other USCA members bump into
the "thing" at any of the other bike shows this
past winter and spring? -- ed]

IT'S DISTRACTING.
Dear Editor

First, let me say that I really enjoy the
SIDECARIST and can rarely put it down before I
am all the way through. Keep up the good work!

One small distraction in the newsletter,
however, is the use of "its" and "it's".The word
“Its” is possessive. The word “It's” means “it is”.

In the March-April 1994, issue, I spotted it's
seven times, five incorrectly.

The key is to ask yourself if you could insert
it is. This is because it's is a contraction for it is
and the apostrophe means that the letter "i" in the
word "is" has been left out. If you can't, you use
its which means it belongs to it.

Letters..
Again, let me say that I enjoy the publica-

tion immensely and this is a small distraction.

David L. Skinner #4199 Ashland, Ohio

[Received your letter 2/28/94, about the "its
and it's", plus the nice compliment about liking
the magazine.

You are absolutely correct, I am definitely
an editor one brick short of a full load, but I told
the membership that, way back when I first took
on the job in 1988. I didn't bother saying it again
when I took the job back, but the same thing still
applies. No English teacher I ever had in grade
school, nor Jr. High nor High, nor Jr. College,
would ever believe I sold my first article, let
alone became an "editor".

I barely passed any English class I ever
took, much to the dismay of my late Mother, who
taught English to Mexican students in New
Mexico, in the 1920s, and also tried to straighten
me out in vain.

However, before I ever had my first article
published in 1969, I had made up my mind that
writing should be fun. Never let correct spelling
and punctuation detract from that fun. And I have
to admit I never have. I have a genuine disrespect
for being correct, and you will probably find it
interesting that I actually DO try to clean up my
stuff and get things right, but the spell checker in
this word mangler never beeps at the variations
of a particular word, as long as its ain't spelled
itzyz.

Will you see me clean up my act? Probably
not. I love the word "ain't", too, much to the
dismay of my late aunt who taught typing. Then
there was USCA, desperate enough for an editor
(production person is probably a better term),
that they had to hire the likes of me, TWICE!--
ed.]
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WANTS BMA 2 INTO 1
EXHAUST.
Dear Editor

I have a BMW R90/6 with a Watsonian GP
on the side. I am looking for a 2 into 1 left side
exhaust system so my passenger doesn't need
earplugs. Do you or anyone out there know of a
source for such an exhaust system?

I love the magazine. My major complaint is
that it isn't often enough. I would also like to see
more articles of a technical nature: i.e. handling,
accessories, tires, etc.

Will Short #5198 Sioux Falls, SD

[Offhand, I don't know much about BMW
accessory exhaust systems. I've never owned a
BMW as one of my 45 motorcycles.

I do happen to have a copy of an old issue
of the BMW OWNER NEWS, that was sent to
me, and I find a couple of ads that might be of
interest to you. California BMW is advertising
Staintune stainless steel exhaust systems and
"mufflers also available", which may just mean
mufflers but could mean mufflers and headers.
No address, just a phone number; (415)966-
1183.

Luftmeister advertises exhaust systems for
K's and Boxers: 2725 Seaboard Ln., Long
Beach, CA 90805. (310)529-6420.

You might have your local dealer check the
Kerker exhaust systems listings for availability:
White Brothers, 24845 Corbit P1., Yorba Linda,
CA 92687. (714)692-3404.

Ditto: Vance & Hines, 14010 Marquardt
Ave., Santa Fe Springs, CA 90670. (800)592-
2529.

A final note regarding exhaust system
changes from stock, is that most systems wind up
being noisier than stock systems and a great deal
of the time, carburetion jetting changes are
required.

Thanks for your commentary on the SIDE-
CARIST, but remember, the content of articles is
entirely dependent on what USCA members send
in. I can't print what I don't have.

Perhaps another USCA member has some
knowledge regarding your requirements and can
help out -- ed.]

Letters..
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Exercise

By David L. Hough
There are lots of sidecarists around who live

in fear of getting the sidecar airborne and losing
control of the rig. It's a justifiable fear; there have
been more than a few accidents where an outfit
has been driven off the road, trying to recover
from a rollover during a right turn. Strange things
happen when the sidecar wheel leaves the
ground. For those who don't understand what
happens when a three-wheeler momentarily
becomes a two-wheeler; it is best to keep all
three wheels on the tarmac. That's why conven-
tional sidecar wisdom is to encourage novice
sidecarists to load up the hack with heavy stuff.

But I'm one of those rebels who believe in
understanding and mastering the strange behav-
ior of sidecar outfits, and I encourage both new
and old sidecar pilots to learn to "fly the car".

FLYING THE CAR -- STUNT OR STRATEGY?

Flying the car may appear to be a showoff stunt,
but I think it's much more than that. I believe
chair-flying is one of the keys to mastering
control of motorcycle-sidecar combinations.
Rather than load up the hack with bricks and live
in fear of the sidecar wheel leaving the ground, I
think we should learn to fly the car on purpose.

I think a proficient sidecar pilot should be
able to control the outfit on two wheels or three,
whether riding straight ahead or cornering, and
whether loaded or empty.

Shortly, I'll describe some riding exercises
I've used to help novice sidecar operators gain
proficiency. But let's start with some thoughts
about the strange behavior that occurs when a
two-wheeler gets connected to a sidecar, or a
three-wheeler suddenly turns back into a two-
wheeler.
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Exercise..
FLYING THE CAR -- STUNT OR STRATEGY??

Note: for purposes of keeping this article
down-to-earth, "sidecar combinations" are
assumed to be rigid and mounted on the right,
as in North America.

Two-wheeler balancing and steering
A two-wheeled motorcycle is balanced and

steered by countersteering, momentarily turning
the handlebars opposite to the intended direction
of travel. Steering the front tire contact patch our
from under the mass causes the motorcycle to
start to fall over towards the turn. In other words,
to turn right, push on the right grip. To turn left,
push on the left grip. As the motorcycle leans
over far enough, the bars are turned towards the
corner, and then constantly steered to place the
contact patch where it will cause the motorcycle
to balance or to lean towards the desired direc-
tion. (Figure 1.)

So, with two-wheelers, gravity is balanced
against the sideways force of inertia which we
commonly call "centrifugal force".  There are
other forces which help the machine to turn, such
as the "coning" effect of the wheels being leaned
over, and gyroscopic precession. But let's stay
focused on the steering input to the handlebars.

Three-Wheeler balancing and steering
A three-wheeled sidecar outfit operates

most of the time, horribly our of balance. But so
long as all three wheels are in contact with the
surface, and the center of gravity is somewhere
between the wheels, there is no need to adjust
steering to control balance. To change direction,
the operator steers the front wheel toward the
intended direction. In other words, to turn right,
pull on the right grip. To turn left, pull on the left
grip. With the outfit not leaning into the turn,
centrifugal force can overpower Gravity. The
sideways force of inertia, we call "centrifugal
force", pulls the outfit towards the outside of the
turn. That's why sidecar rigs roll left during a
right-hand turn. The tighter the turn, or the faster
the speed, the greater the centrifugal force.

Since sidecar rigs steer "backwards" from
two-wheeled motorcycles, experienced motorcy-
clists usually have trouble reprogramming their
brains to steer a combination directly, rather than
by countersteering. Car drivers typically have
less trouble adapting to sidecar rigs, because they
don't have to unlearn the countersteering habit.

Steering reversion
Now, let's consider what happens when a

sidecar outfit gets up on two wheels. Let's say
biker Bob has his rig in a sharp right turn, with
gravity barely balanced against centrifugal force.
The sidecar tire is barely touching the ground.
Now, the road tightens up into a smaller radius,
and Bob steers more to the right to follow the
road. The gravity pulling downwards on the
sidecar is overpowered by the increase in cen-
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trifugal force, the rig rolls left, and the sidecar
wheel is pulled off the ground. Biker Bob is at a
critical point between crashing or maintaining
control.

Consider that when the sidecar wheel leaves
the ground, the rig instantaneously becomes a
two-wheeler. And remember that two-wheelers
are balanced and steered by countersteering, not
direct steering. The sidecar outfit on two wheels
may be horribly out of balance, but it still re-
sponds to countersteering. At the point where the
sidecar wheel settles to the ground again, steer-
ing reverts back to direct steering. In a turn, with
the forces of gravity, inertia, and front tire trac-
tion arm wrestling each other, it is easy to over-
look steering reversion. So, that's something we
ought to investigate -- preferably while not in a
decreasing-radius turn at warp six.

Right turn skills
Let's get biker Bob out of trouble, and then

get on with our investigation of steering rever-
sion. As a veteran sidecarist, Bob understands the
importance of not snapping off the throttle in a
turn. Snapping the throttle shut would drop the
rear of the bike on its suspension, shifting the
pull of gravity towards the outside, and adding a
sudden drag on the rear tire that would encourage
a left spin. So, Bob eases the pull on the right
grip slightly to help bring the sidecar down,
throws all his body weight towards the car to
move gravitational pull towards the car side of
his motorcycle's tires, and feeds in some more
gas. He has already shifted down a gear entering
the turn, so adding some throttle helps the rear
tire "crab" towards the outside, but he simulta-
neously adds just enough front brake to keep
speed (and therefore centrifugal force) from
increasing.

With Bob's weight hanging off the inside of
the saddle, and a little front brake to compensate
for the added throttle, the rig flattens and powers
into a tighter turn without rolling over. The
sidecar wheel kisses the pavement once or twice,

Exercise..
FLYING THE CAR -- STUNT OR STRATEGY??

then settles back to earth as Bob releases the
front brake and accelerates hard out of the turn.
He can't help a wide grin from spreading across
his face.

A sidecarist doesn't have to practice steering
reversion to be able to handle decreasing-radius
or off-camber right handers, but it certainly helps
to become very familiar with the balance feel of
the particular rig. And "flying the car" is an
excellent way to gain that familiarity. The key is
to practice some balancing/steering skills, prefer-
ably in a wide-open area with no obstructions to
run into. Pavement is good, a grass surface is
perhaps even better. What's important is that the
practice surface be level, free of major bumps or
ruts, and void of any obstructions such as power
poles or parking curbs.

Right hand circle
Set out a circle of cones or paper plates

about 15 or 20 feet in diameter. Ride slowly
around the circle clockwise, starting 5 or 10 feet
outside the cones. Gradually tighten the turn until
the car begins to fly. Don't speed up, just gradu-
ally tighten the circle. Practice until you can keep
the sidecar wheel in the air all the way around the
circle - for several turns. (Figure 2.)
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If the rig starts to capsize towards the left,
just release pressure on the bars, ease off on the
throttle, and let it steer off on a tangent and settle
down again. Then get on the circle and try again.

What's important here is to master the
technique of balancing centrifugal force against
gravity. It's a matter of balance, not speed. As
you gain skill, "fly" around the circle slower and
slower. You'll gradually be controlling more by
countersteering and less by throttle.

Straight line flying
Now, ride around the circle, get the sidecar

balanced with the wheel off the ground, and steer
off on a tangent. Don't increase speed, remember
it's a matter of countersteering, not throttle. The
trick is to pull hard enough on the right grip to
get the bike leaning over to the left, and maintain
enough pressure to keep the rig balanced over the

Exercise..
FLYING THE CAR -- STUNT OR STRATEGY??

Hanging off when turning to the left - Some do it, some do not.

motorcycle tires. Be aware that what lifts the car
is the centrifugal force generated by the quick
right turn. The harder you pull, the quicker the
car goes up. (Figure 3.)

Practice approaching the circle of cones,
lifting the car, and flying off on a tangent until
you can keep the car flying in a (more-or-less)
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Exercise..
FLYING THE CAR -- STUNT OR STRATEGY??

straight line. Remember that balancing on two
wheels requires countersteering by releasing or
adding pressure to the handlebars. With the car
flying, releasing some of the pressure on the right
grip allows the car to drop, and the outfit will
make a right hand turn.

Increasing the pull on the right grip will
cause the car to fly higher, and the outfit will
gradually turn left. (Figure 4.) Of course, left
turns are limited by ground clearance, so leave
lots of space.

If the outfit seems to suddenly get uncon-
trollable, it's just your brain rebelling. Just relax
your grip on the bars; the outfit will clunk down
to level again and steer like a proper sidecar with
all three tires on the ground.

The payoff
When you have mastered flying the car, you

will be much more aware of the relationships
between inertia, gravity, and pressure on the
handlebars. Novice sidecarists who have tried
these exercises are often amazed at their change
in both control and mental attitude. At first, it
seems almost impossible to get the car up and
keep it flying. After a bit of practice, the car
seems to get lighter and fly with greater ease. Of
course, there's the added fun of watching other
motorcyclists gape. Yes, it's true that I once rode
my BMW rig back to the 49er Rally on two

wheels after the sidecar axle tad sheared off in
Mariposa, and it's also true that I managed to lift
a 225 pound sidecar passenger in straight line
flight, but we'll talk about those things later.

Most importantly, the fear of rolling over
can be replaced with confidence that a sidecar
outfit can be controlled even with the sidecar
wheel in the air. To the uninitiated, flying the car
may appear to be nothing more than a dangerous
stunt. But a few sidecar enthusiasts are coming to
understand that flying the hack is one of the keys
to better control.

============================

Note
David’s theory of countersteering as it

applies to righthanders has never been proven in
any demonstration.  He states (and believes) that
the very moment the sidecar wheel leaves the
ground that this at once converts steering of a
sidecar rig from that of a 2-track vehicle to that
of a single track vehicle.  It does not.  This
situation ONLY occurs when the center of
gravity of the total sidecar and occupants lies
directly over the tipover line between the front
wheel and the rear wheel.  Then you would
countersteer.  At this point there is no arguement.

Until that point is reached you would steer
normally as if the sidecar wheel is actually on the
ground even though the sidecar wheel maybe an
inch or so above the road surface.

Failure to understand this very simple point
might have led to many accidents and perhaps
even fatalities, which may have occured if a
person tried to countersteer when he or she
should actually have been steering normally.

If you are in a right curve and intending to
continue to turn right, and the sidecar wheel is an
inch or so above the ground, and you turn to the
left then you will turn left and likely crash into
oncoming traffic.  HAK added - 11-12-2005
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Touring

By Billie Stone
Bill and I had planned to ride the rig (Honda

Sabre with California sidecar) to Denver, to a
convention which I wished to attend, the first
weekend of August, 1993. Then Bill read an
announcement concerning the Big Foot Rally,
which was to be held in Couer d'Alene, Idaho,
the end of July. Time did not allow me to go up
there with him and get back to Denver, in time
for the start of the convention. So he bought me a
plane ticket to Denver, and he packed the sidecar
and left home on July 27th.

When I saw the sidecar, in which he had
packed sleeping bag, tent, air mattress, suitcase,
heavy jacket and gloves, rain suit, water jug and
cellular phone -- I asked him where I would fit in
when he picked me up in Denver? As it turned
out, we rode one day after leaving Denver, with
the "load". We got a couple of boxes and packed
all the camping gear and my "convention"

Hell's Canyon Wilderness.

TOURING ALONE AND TOGETHER

clothes and shipped them home. The Honda
handled much better and we were much less
crowed.

Bill took time along the way to see the
scenery and "smell the roses", especially in Hell's
Canyon Wilderness in Idaho. He encountered
patches of snow along the road, but also saw a
lot of spring flowers.

Bill arrived at the Big Foot Rally site,
Friday afternoon, July 30th, and remained there
until sunday morning, August 1st, when he
started down through Utah, and eventually got to
Denver, on thursday afternoon. He stopped to
visit friends in Utah. Tom and Bill, were mem-
bers of the Penguins Motorcycle Club at Cal-
Poly in San Luis Obispo, California -- way back.
In fact, they laid out the first three Hi-Mountain
Enduros.
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Meanwhile, back on the ranch in the
Mojave Desert, I was working in my iris garden
and making raisins. I have about 350 varieties of
iris in my garden, so it does take some work
almost the year around.

I flew out of Inyokern, to Los Angeles, the
afternoon of August 4th. After a wait of a couple
of hours, I boarded the plane for Denver, and as I
was able to get one that left an hour earlier than
planned, I got to Denver, before my baggage, and
had to wait for it to come in. So it was the old
"Hurry up and wait" situation.

I have been a postmark collector for about
50 years and have been a member of the Post-
mark Collectors Club for about 45 years. We
have an annual convention which is hosted by
different members each year. So the site of the
convention depends on WHO volunteers to
"chair" it.

Touring..
TOURING ALONE AND TOGETHER..

Bill arrived thursday afternoon and spent
most of the time resting. We did eat our meals
together and he did go to the banquet on saturday
night with me. As you may have guessed, he is
NOT interested in postmarks.

The members make exhibits for which
prizes are given. This year the committee did
something quite different and got away from the
usual trophy or plaque. They had balloons with
the numbers on them. As I got second prize, I
had a "2" on mine. The members wondered how
I was going to take my prize home on the motor-
cycle? It really did not present a problem, be-
cause after taking pictures, Bill let the air out of
the balloons and I put them in a plastic bag.

We left Denver, late sunday morning and
spent the first night in Douglas, Wyoming. It was
there we packed the "extra" luggage and shipped
it home. We saw many motorcycles on the road -
- most headed for Sturgis, South Dakota.

Campground at Big Foot Sidecar Rally in Idaho.
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Touring..
TOURING ALONE AND TOGETHER..

We met a jolly group of four couples travel-
ing from New Mexico to Sturgis, at a rest stop.
We exchanged greetings and took pictures. Later,
we were to meet the same group at two different
gas stations. We also parked beside a couple in
Lusk, Wyoming, and as we both were going into
the same restaurant to have lunch, we sat to-
gether. We had an amusing time as our waitress
was "not so young" and when Bill asked if they
had beer, she replied very emphatically, "NO,
thank goodness!". We had quite a few laughs at
her expense as she tried not to do a thing more
for us than she HAD to, and of course, we used
our best "please" and "thank you" manners
towards her. Bill and I were not dressed in
"specific motorcycle" clothes, but the other
couple were wearing leathers, Harley headbands,
etc. The couple was from Minneapolis, Minne-
sota. I do not remember what the man did for a
living, but the lady was a court recorder. As she
was saying, they had seen a man that had all the
trappings of a "rough" character -- turned out he

Billie with her prize in Denver.

was a judge -- so no one should never "judge" a
person by how he looks! As a lady told Bill later
in Keystone... she had been traveling cross
country and had been talking with a lot of people
riding motorcycles.

She herself was not a motorcyclist. Her
remark was, "They are a bunch of nice people!"
Well, we who ride KNOW that, but I guess
sometimes we might give a different impression.

We stopped for gas in Hermosa, South
Dakota, and as usual the station was full of
motorcycles. Bill was interested in a very old
model BMW, that an elderly white haired man
was riding. They got into a conversation and the
gentleman was from Saskatchewan, Canada.
Before we left, Bill also chatted with a young
man from Orange County, California. In retro-
spect, I wish I had made a list of all the different
license plates.

(to be continued).......
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O/S Rally
DOWN UNDER REPORT
By Graeme Posker

Graeme Posker is the President of the
Sidecar Owners Club of Sydney, Australia, and
sort of the USCA Southern Hemisphere Spy,
sending us news of what is going on in the Land
Down Under, or Oz, as he often refers to it.

Below: A patient from the Royal Prince of
Wales Children's Hospital, Randwick,

Sydney, prepares for a sidecar ride, the Club
giving rides on a monthly basis.

Above, some rigs after the January bushfires in the Blue Mountains outside Sydney. In the lead
is Max Wright's Ural military police outfit. The unit was destined for Nicaragua, and was

confiscated in transit, 13 years ago. Max moved the chair to the left hand side. Both Max and
the rig were in Shell's great escape TV ad (in German WWII colors). The second rig is a Dnepr,

belonging to Gary and Lucia Iten, a Swiss couple into their third year of a world tour.
Third rig is ConQuist's 1972 Dnepr 1T9.
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O/S Rally..
DOWN UNDER REPORT..

Yea, we can also fly our chairs down under just as well as you...
"Leaders don't need girlie leading links", taken at an Australia Day benefit the

Club did for the Brushfire Brigade, raising $338 between four rigs in three and a
half hours at a dollar a ride.
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The body is a major
rework of a DJP, DJP
now owned by HRD
(Ron Hurdis) who

ships sidecars all over
with custom fitting

kits. Agent in
Adelaide.

A small display
after a parade for
one of Sydney's

children's
hospitals. Roy

Schriver's
leadwing -

Premier outfit is
in the middle. He
also brought the
Vincent Owners

Club.

Chassis for the HRD
Classic

DOWN UNDER REPORT..
O/S Rally..
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Touring
SLEEPING BEAR DUNES NATIONAL LAKESHORE

The actual story of the dunes formation is
not so romantic or interesting, but is a result of
glacial deposits of sand on top of rock plateaus in
the earth. The wind off Lake Michigan blows
these sands around to form gigantic dunes whose
beauty and shapes are amazing. These dunes
migrate because of the wind action, and as a
result, the whole park is in a constant state of
change, with even the park buildings having to
be moved on occasion to keep them clear of the
all pervasive sand.

The sand dunes are not the whole story at
Sleeping bear Dunes, as there are forest areas,
farm areas, and placid river areas all within the
confines of the National Lakeshore park. The
dunes are the most striking, because of their size
and mobility, but the other areas also provide the
tourist with a unique view of the ecology of the
Lake Michigan shore area.

If you are in the area, then Sleeping bear
Dunes National Lakeshore is a great place to
visit, and will give you some insight into the
ecology and environment of the Lake Michigan
shore.

By Spencer Bennett
The Sleeping Bear Dunes National

Lakeshore area is located on the northwest corner
of the lower portion of Michigan, and is just west
of Traverse City;. Michigan. It consists of a
portion of Lake Michigan lakeshore and the two
islands of North and South Manitou. The park is
operated by the National Park Service and offers
a number of hiking trails, driving tours, and all of
the usual park recreational opportunities, such as
swimming, boating, fishing and camping. Ferry
service is available to both North and South
Manitou islands.

The Sleeping Bear Dunes are so named
because of the Chippewa Indian legend that tells
of a mother bear and her two cubs who were
driven into Lake Michigan, by as forest fire on
the present day Wisconsin shore. To escape the
fire, the mother and cubs had to swim the lake,
and that was just too great a distance for the cubs
to keep up. They lagged further and further
behind and when the mother bear reached the
shore, the cubs were not to be seen. She climbed
up on the top of the bluff to wait and watch for
her cubs but they never showed up. The "Sleep-
ing Bear" dune marks the spot where the mother
bear waits for her cubs and the two Manitou
islands mark the spot where the two cubs
drowned.
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From Traverse City,
Sleeping bear Dunes is ap-
proached via Highway 72. Two
campgrounds are open year
round, with a 14 day limit. For
more information, write:
Superintendent, Sleeping Bear
Dunes National Lakeshore, P.O.
Box 277, Empire, MI 49630.

Private accommodations
mostly cater to summer visitors.
For more information, write:
Glen Lake Chamber of Com-
merce, Box 217, Glen Arbor,
MI 49636, or Leelanau County
Chamber of Commerce, Box
627. Leland, MI 49654.

Touring..
SLEEPING BEAR DUNES NATIONAL LAKESHORE..
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Expo

By Ed Johnson
A number of years ago, Mitch Goldflies

called to the attention of the Northern Illinois
Sidecarists, that no manufacturers of sidecars, or
any sidecar information, was available at these
premier events.

For the past six years, the United Sidecar
Association has had a booth at the Chicago
Expo, responding to the seed planted by Mitch.
The booth space is free, thanks to the SIDECAR-
IST, for carrying a free ad for the Expos through-
out the nation. This agreement was originally
arrived at by the intercession of Hal Kendall,
with the promoters. The first three years, the
booth was managed by Ed and Marilyn Johnson.

THE CHICAGO SHOW AND NIR EXPO BREAKFAST

Entrance to the Northern Illinois Sidecarists
Expo Breakfast. Photos: Jim Fousek.

The past three years the booth was managed by
Kurt and Theresa Liebhaber. Helpers from the
start have included; Crandall Weaver, Steve
Kames, Jim Zikuda, Al Schultz and others.
Rosemont, IL -- January 22, 1994.

This event, sponsored by the Northern
Illinois Sidecarists, has been ongoing for 13
years. Approximately 160 motorcyclists attended
this year. The breakfast is held in a banquet hall
next to the show. Mike, the manager of the show,
personally comes in and sells tickets to the show
for $2.00 less than the regular price. This enables
the breakfast group to march right past the ticket-
takers without standing in line, at the opening of
the event on saturday.

Teresa and Kurt Leibhaber staff the USCA
booth at the Chicago Expo.
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Everything Else
National Motorcycle Museum
5th Annual Hall of Fame Induction

The National Motorcycle Museum and Hall of Fame,
Inc., of Sturgis, South Dakota, recently made public the 1994
nominations. Harry Kelley, Jr., Richard Klamfoth, the late
"Dud" Perkins Sr., and George J. Smith Sr., will be inducted
into the Hall of Fame.

Past Inductees to the Hall of Fame included, J.C.
"Pappy" Hoel, Bill Tuman, Jim Davis, Dot Robinson, Pete
Hill, Bobby Hill, Arlen Ness, Ernie Beckman, Mary Cutright,
Ray Price and "Willie G." Davidson.

This year will be the 5th anniversary of the National
Motorcycle Museum and Hall of Fame, therefore, in addition
to honoring the 1994 inductees, the Museum plans to have a
five year reunion of all Hall of Fame Inductees.

The 5th annual Hall of Fame Induction Breakfast will
be held on August 10, 1994, at the Phil-Town Inn in Sturgis,
at 9:00a.m. Tickets for the Induction breakfast are $15.00 per
person and may be purchased by calling the Museum at
(605)347-4875, or by writing to: National Motorcycle
Museum, P.O. Box 602, Sturgis, SD 57785. Tickets are
limited.

HACK'D 10th Anniversary
The Summer 1994 issue of HACK'D, will mark the

10th anniversary of Jim Dodson's quarterly magazine for and
about sidecarists. A subscription in the USA is $21, available
from HACK'D, P.O. Box 813, Buckhannon, WV 26201.

All Quiet at McLaren
Our local spy, Dennis Morgan, at Chuck Holenda's

Harley-Davidson, in El Cajon, California, reports that he
recently tried the La Jolla, CA phone number for McLaren
Motorcycles, only to find the number out of service with a
reference back to the Carmel, CA phone number. Dennis,
being serious about trying to purchase a pair of the McLaren
(Chang Jiang) rigs, called the Carmel number, only to hit an
answering machine, leave a message or two, and never hear a
thing back. Makes you sort of wonder...

Wrong Number
This idiot editor just noticed that the May - June 1994,

issue of this here publication, went to the printer with the
correct volume number (18) on the mailing wrapper, but the
wrong issue number (2), which should have been No. 3.
Fortunately, the correct months were on the cover. Of course,
last year, the printer goofed and ran the same wrapper on both
the September - October and November - December issues,
so before you think you have your SIDECARISTS in order,
better check INSIDE the issue!

Tuck Outrigger
A while back, Frank Baker, USCA member #5162,

sent in some information on an interesting looking pneu-
matic/hydraulic outrigger wheel assembly, designed to onto
fit large touring motorcycles and provide stability when
coming to a stop. As Frank pointed out, the contraption is not
a sidecar, but might be of interest to those considering
sidecars or trikes. So, a letter was sent off to Thomas Tuck
(1107 Lakeshore Dr., Iverness, FL 34450) to find out more,
but no mail has come through from Florida, yet.

Ural Red Tape
Latest news received was that the Ural rigs in the U.S.

for emissions testing, had gone over to Mikuni carburetors,
but the governmental red tape involved was really making
the entire testing procedure a slow, drawn out one.

On a positive note, as this issues goes to press, this
editor is scheduled to spend a week on a test Ural rig in June,
which, if all goes according to plan, should have happened by
the time this issue gets through the mail to USCA members.
If this is indeed the case, it may be possible that a test report
could follow in these pages, soon after.

Hull's GroundHog
Our spies tell us that former ROAD RIDER editor/

publisher Roger Hull's other Harley (not to be confused with
Houndog) was on it's way to the Harley-Davidson museum,
and being smuggled through Laughlin, NV, during the
12thannual River Run. Sources confirmed the bike being
hidden away in one of the H-D 18-wheelers, but not on
display.
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Personality
THE WILSON CHRONICLES
1920's AFRICA JAMES WILSON 66 YEARS
LATER By Bob Anderson

A chain of events were set in motion, in Decem-
ber of 1991, that echoed all the way around the world
and back to the era of 1927-1928. It would seem that
one Eric Kitching, of England, had come across a copy
of the long out of print, THREE-WHEELING
THROUGH AFRICA.

Kitching, not just being content with having a
unique book, set about to try and learn more about the
author of that book, and not only did so, but found 93
year old James C. Wilson alive and well, in the Lin-
coln, Nebraska, area.

Word spread, in the European motorcycling
community, and December of 1993, the OMAHA
WORLD-HERALD, ran an article about present-day
Wilson, and all of the European interest. The article, by
Tom Allen, ran in the Midlands paper, Thursday, Dec.
16, 1993, and is reproduced here, by permission.

Word traveled through the American sidecar
community, eventually reached USCA member Doug
Bingham, and by January 11, 1994, a package arrived
at the SIDECARIST office from Doug.

Much to this editor's surprise, Doug also included
an article that had appeared in the December 1982,
issue of ROAD RIDER... a surprise because this editor
used to put that publication together, up to within just a
few months of when "African Triumph" appeared.

In reading through the text by Albert D.
Manchester, it became apparent that some discrepan-
cies existed, regarding the exact dates of that trip. How
the 1927-1928 dates wound up being 1931-1932, is
puzzling. The obvious thing to do was go directly to
the source and write Wilson.

Wilson replied in a letter of February 16, 1994:
"The dates of our adventure in the W-H news clipping
is correct. We left Lagos on October 31, 1927, and
arrived at Massawah on March 17, 1928. The French
Citroen Expedition had crossed the Sahara from north
to south with little caterpillar tanks in 1924, and Frank
Gray, an English M.P., had crossed Africa from west to
east through the savannah country south of Lake Tchad

with two British-built Jowetts in 1926. However, ours
was the first motorized, transcontinental crossing of
Africa in history, north of Lake Tchad. We traversed
1200 miles of territory never before visited by an
American, 800 miles of desert caravan trails which had
never felt the print of a wheeled vehicle of any kind,
not even an oxcart. When we set out from Lagos, the
British political officers and traders were betting five to
one that we'd never come out alive. I gained 15 pounds
on that trip!"

Meanwhile in the Spring '93 issue of HACK'D,
Roger Canfield also found an old copy of the book and
did a book review, with numerous excerpts. Editor, Jim
Dodson, also has followed up on being in contact with
Wilson, and the current Spring '94 HACK'D, contains
more commentary on Wilson, his life and the trip.

Knowing Wilson was still with us, the immediate
question became one of what had happened to his
partner, Francis Flood.

Wilson wrote: "My cherished traveling partner,
Francis Flood, died tragically of cancer, in May, 1956,
at the age of 59. He was Agricultural Attache in the
American Consulate in Glasgow, Scotland, at the time.
His oldest son, a naval aviator, was shot down and lost
in the China Sea that same week. His widow, Janet,
died in March, 1992, in Florida. They were wonderful
friends."

Wilson went on to say: "It's incredible to me, this
sudden explosion of interest and excitement over an
event that happened 65 years ago!... It's been so many
years since I was actively involved in 'three-wheeling'
that I had completely lost touch. The last time I drove a
three-wheeler was in Egypt in 1938."

While Wilson may have lost touch with three-
wheeling for a while, he is now the center of a lot of
attention in both the motorcycling and sidecaring
communities. There is even serious talk of reissuing
THREE-WHEELING THROUGH AFRICA. Hope-
fully, that will be the case.

Meantime, a page beyond the news paper
clipping, Albert D. Manchester's AFRICAN TRI-
UMPH, is reprinted from the December 1982 issue of
ROAD RIDER, by permission. Just remember to
mentally move the dates back to 1927-1928.
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Personality..

by Tom Allan, World-herald Staff Writer
Some English and German classic motor-

cycle authorities discovered recently that Jim
Wilson. 93. of Polk is alive and kicking.

A motorcycle fan, Wilson is a world trav-
eler, author, lecturer, musician and pioneer
environmental farmer.

Motorcycle enthusiast Eric Kitching of
Twickenham in Middlesex, England, wrote
recently that he had chanced upon a copy of
Wilson's book "Three-Wheeling through Africa"
while browsing in a secondhand bookstore in
1992.

The book is the true story of Wilson's and
Francis Flood's 1927-28 3800 mile trek aross the
continent of Africa on sidecar equipped Triumph
motorcycles. The lack of roads made the trip
particularly challenging. It was the first trip the
width of Africa by any wheeled vehicle.

Kitching said he- became so engrossed in
the story that he decided to discover more about
the author. His search led him to the Lincoln
Public Library and ultimately to Wilson.

The meeting resulted in a Kitching story
about Wilson's trip in the 1993 autumn edition of
Old Bike. an English magazine about pre-1950
motorcycles.

"Imagine Kitching's immense surprise and
delight to receive a reply which not only ac-
knowledged his interest but actually put him in
touch with Wilson himself, still fit and well and
now in his early 90s," wrote Ken Hallworth of
Chappel-en-Firth, England, editor of Old-Bike
magazine in a preface to the story.

"Then Tuesday." Wilson said, "I received a
letter from Bernd Tesch of Aachen. Germany,
who describes himself as the 'owner of the
biggest archives of motorcycle travel in Africa.'

"Tesch said a friend had sent him the article
and he. too. was intrigued not only by the story

Tale of 1920s Trek Revived
Motorcycle Enthusiasts Find 93-Year-Old Adventurer in Polk

but by the fact that I'm still alive," Wilson said.

"The letters and magazine article are like
incredible echoes of the past and my, how they
have stirred old memories." Wilson said. Their
rescuing of the incredible story from the mists of
the act and bringing it to life "truly "warmed my
heart." he said. "I look back to that adventure as
the most exciting period of my life."

After three-wheeling across Africa, Wilson
hiked across Burma and halfway across Siam,
now Thailand, and sailed a bamboo raft down the
Me Ping River to the coast.

Wilson, son of the founder of Polk, got
married after his return home. His wife, Alice.
died two years ago after 62 years of marriage.

As an instructor in creative writing at Iowa
State University, Wilson wrote what later became
the school song.

"Alice presuaded me to enter a contest for
an alma mater song. saying, 'There's a $100 cash
prize. and it sure would buy a lot of groceries, "
Wilson recalled.

Being the youngest member of the ISU
faculty, he lost his teaching job because of
budget cuts during the 1930s.

"Fortunately, I had an African story to tell."
Wilson said. "I told it in a 57-page article in the
National Geographic and in my book, which not
only made the New York Times best-seller list
but also was published in England and Germany.

"For 10 years I also made a living telling the
story on lecture platforms all over the United
States."

"During World War II Alice and I did
volunteer work and wrote magazine articles on
the wartime use and conservation of energy and
natural resources." Wilson said.
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Personality..
Tale of 1920s Trek Revived..

Their conservation efforts led
to Wilson getting a job teaching
agricultural journalism at Colo-
rado State University.

In 1955 they came home to
the farm just east of Polk, where
they produced and marketed
native prairie grasses.

"We conducted an extensive
experiment and educational
program to find better ways of
planting and using native prairie
grasses for pasture. soil and water
conservation and landscaping."
Wilson said. Their book 'Grass-
land.' for which their son, Steve,
did the color photography, became
a classic in its field, he said.

Having raised their family of
three and sold their seed business
in 1975. the Wilsons were not
through creating. After another
world tour, Mrs. Wilson wrote a
book of poems and Wilson wrote
the script and music for a three-act
musical, "Hey! Where's Ne-
braska?"

It premiered and had a suc-
cessful run in 1989 by the Born In
a Barn Players at the Lofle Theater
near Manley. Neb.

STILL CYCLING: Jim Wilson still works on writing
projects and keeps in shape on his exercise bike.
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History

The First Motorcycle Trip Across The Dark
Continent 50 Years Ago
By ALBERT D. MANCHESTER

One day in early 1932, the hills above Massawah,
Eritrea (now part of Ethiopia), overlooking the Red
Sea, echoed to the pop-pop-popping of two tired
Triumphs. The battered bikes and their gaunt riders
rolled over the hills in the hot sun and down to the sea.
Behind them lay 3,800 miles of African jungle, swamp,
and desert. The two riders, James Wilson and Francis
Flood, both from Nebraska, had just done what they
had been told repeatedly was impossible: They had just
completed the first crossing of Africa by motorcycle.

Fifty years ago. Three thousand eight hundred
miles of motocross. With loaded sidecars. The 50th
anniversary of the Flood-Wilson expedition is a good
time to think of that remarkable — and now all but
forgotten — adventure. James Wilson wrote about the
harrowing trek in his lively book, "Three Wheeling

African Triumph

Through Africa," published by the Bobbs-Merrill
Company in 1936, and unfortunately long out of print.

Flood and Wilson, two zany fellows in their late
twenties, left the United States in 1931 on a trip around
the world. The dirty freighter they were on limped
down the west coast of Africa, nosing into sweltering
ports as it worked its way toward Cape Town. Nothing
the boys saw along that coast qualified as exciting, as
far as they were concerned, and so it occurred to them
to cross the still relatively dark continent rather than
just sail around the coast.

In those days there were no roads, no railroads.
Parts of Central Africa had been penetrated by motor
vehicle during the French Citroen expedition and, just a
year or so before Flood and Wilson arrived in Lagos,
Nigeria, some Britishers had forced a couple of Jowett
automobiles across the continent just below the Sahara.
But that was all of the motor traffic there had ever been
across that part of Africa.
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History..
African Triumph..Then one day the boys were

bouncing down a trail in Nigeria on
a borrowed Triumph when the
inspiration hit Wilson right between
the eyes.

Motorcycles!  What a hell of a
stunt it would be...

The bikes were located at an
agency in Lagos, two blue and grey
Triumphs. The Triumph Cycle
Company took a chance on the
Yanks and furnished the machines
for the adventure. (If the crazy
Americans actually live through the
ordeal, and make it all the way
across...why, there will be no end of
publicity.) The bikes had three-
speed transmissions and the
engines were one lungers rated at
4.98 horsepower. Each motorcycle
weighed only 300 pounds. Light-
weight sidecars were added for
carrying spare parts, food, gasoline,
tools, and their personal gear, which
included, of course, a banjo.

The Flood-Wilson Trans-
Africa Motorcycle Expedition
rolled out of Lagos, Nigeria, on
November 10, 1931. The Ameri-
cans had spent only a matter of days
in preparation for the journey.
Thousands of miles of wilderness
stood between them and the other
side of the continent. Reports came
out of the area they hoped to cross
that an English couple, the Glovers,
had been murdered by desert
tribesmen. Smart money in Lagos
was running five to one against the
Yanks as they went pop-pop-
popping off into the hinterland.

The real Africa closed in.
Soon enough they ran out of
anything that even looked like a
road. They chopped their way

Biking through Africa fifty years ago. No traffic.
And no roads.

The Yank bikers forced their Triumphs through
hundreds of miles of sand.
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through the bush and half carried
the Triumphs through swamps in
heat that might have killed them but
for their youth. Dugout canoes
ferried them across rivers. At night
they listened to native drums
thumping rhythmically through the
dense equatorial night. As they sat
by the campfires Wilson plucked
away at his banjo, entertaining the
natives, serenading them with
"Show Me The Way To Go
Home," which seems to have been
the theme song of the journey. The
local citizens looked on in astonish-
ment at two dirty, bearded white
men fending for themselves
without a "boy" to do their fetching
and cooking.

English colonial types, and
later isolated French soldiers, were
dumbfounded when the Americans
came roaring out of the west, out of
a wilderness thought impassable
except by foot, horse, or camel. The
bizarre explorers were assured at
each new post they came to that the
country to the east would be
impossible for them. But they
pushed on, into the treacherous,
empty reaches of the southern
Sahara. They struggled through the
sand dunes. Sand and dust ground
away at the faithful Triumphs.
Water holes were sometimes 75 or
100 miles apart.

Once, desperate for water,
Wilson tracked a hyena through the
gathering dark to a scummy water
hole only to find another hyena
dead and stinking in the water.
Wilson just pushed the putrid
carcass aside and filled his canteen.

They followed foot paths and
caravan trails. One French com-
mander who had heard they were

History..
African Triumph..

The Flood-Wilson Trans-African Motorcycle Expedition in
Lagos, Nigeria. Three thousand eight hundred miles of

African wilderness lay in front  of them.

A West African ferry — a dugout canoe.
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on the way had the Stars and
Stripes flapping from the battle-
ments of his mud fort. In fact, the
lonely French soldiers gave the
adventurers all the assistance they
could. One Frenchman told them
they would surely make it all the
way across Africa, that they should
not be discouraged by the cautious
advice everybody was ready to give
them, that "the world is full of
people who are ready to make
cowards of one."

At one post a local sultan had
girls dancing for them from dawn
till midnight, and when it came
time to leave, 300 riflemen gave
them a farewell volley while
hundreds of mounted, armed
tribesmen thundered by. Ah, but
bikers don't get sendoffs like that
these days....

Now, nobody is going to drive
a 1930s vintage Triumph thousands
of miles through Africa without
something giving sooner or later. In
fact, a lot of things gave out.
Wilson's book is fascinating if only
from the viewpoint of his im-
promptu repairs. Flood, it should be
noted, had never driven a motor-
cycle until he got to Africa, and he
was not mechanically inclined.
Wilson, on the other hand, was an
ex-farm boy from an era when
blacksmithing and mechanics were
part of the same skill. It was he who
kept the bikes pop-popping along.

When a sidecar spring broke,
Wilson made a forge out of a gas
can. The draft was supplied by a
red-faced Flood puffing through a
dismounted handlebar. A breaker
bearing was fashioned from the
hard rubber of Flood's upper dental
plate. A worn-out wrist-pin bushing

History..
African Triumph..

The Triumphs needed constant maintenance to keep them
running through sand, dust and heat.

James Wilson studies an African ant hill next to the trail.
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History..
African Triumph..was replaced by filing to fit a piece

of brass tubing salvaged at a French
fort. The bikes were dismantled
again and again to grind valves and
to scoop sand out of the machinery.
The book reads like the nightmare
of a mechanical genius.

The American bikers ex-
plored virgin country in Nigeria,
French West Africa, French Equa-
torial Africa, the Anglo-Egyptian
Sudan, and Eritrea. At one point,
lost in the bush, they encountered
some natives who had never before
seen white men, and assumed the
Americans to be albinos. Occasion-
ally the sand and the sand dunes
were such obstacles that spare parts
and extra gasoline were sent ahead
on camels; and once they even had
to dismount the sidecars and go two
wheeling, a painful time for the
inexperienced Flood who crashed
repeatedly at 20mph.  Poor Flood
broke two bones in a foot but had
to push on another 1,200 miles to
Khartoum before he could see a
doctor...and a dentist, to replace the
upper plate Wilson had destroyed
making the indispensable bearing.

Very often when the Yank
bikers came chugging into a village,
their tattered shirts flapping in the
wind, the terrified natives took
flight and then had to be coaxed
back into town. In one of those
villages they found the Glovers,
who had been in a shoot-out with
desert brigands, but who had
survived after all. The English
couple and the American bikers
shared skimpy rations.

On to the Sudan and
Khartoum, where the boys discov-
ered they were reported lost in the
desert. Then across the Nile and on

Local citizens pull thorns out of a tire for the American

In the Sudan, the Yank bikers found railroad tracks
going in the right direction.

to Italian Eritrea, Massawah, and
— at last — the Red Sea.

And so Africa was conquered
by motorcycle. Fifty years ago.
Surely the expedition deserves to
be remembered. If American
bikers ever have a Hall of Fame,
James Wilson and Francis Flood
deserve early nominations. Smart
money back in Lagos, Nigeria,

failed to take into account the
determination of the two young
Americans and the incredible
toughness of two lightweight
Triumphs.

It was a hell of a stunt. As
Wilson says in his book, "any fool
can step on the starter and drive a
car, but motorbiking is an art —
especially motorbiking across
Africa!"         ROAD RIDER
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M/C Run

By Martin J. Filiatrault
Sometimes, bad things happen to good

people on good days. Just ask Del Ryan or
Vaughn Greene. Vaughn hosted a coast run on
Sunday, march 20th, which started at the
Junipero Serra rest area on northbound Highway
280, across from Crystal Springs Reservoir. Of
the seven rigs and one solo bike in attendance,
BMWs held the majority. Bill Mclllhattan
brought his R90 with Hue in the Friendship II
sidecar; Alan and Carol came in on his familiar
BMW/Steib; Del Ryan traveled up from Madera
on his K100RT/Friendship III; Jim and Jimmy
Patt joined us aboard Jim's beautiful R65/Ural;
and Neal Jameson rode up on a solo BMW.
Other riders and outfits included Kal Sofnauer
aboard his Gold Wing/Friendship I; Joe Dollar
and I arrived with his Gold Wing/Friendship II
(my ex-rig); and Vaughn led aboard his Kustom
Kawasaki 1300.

We stayed at the rest area awhile, convers-
ing and watching a number of restored Morgans
drive by enroute to their own rally. One of them
stopped in, accompanied by a beautiful '67
Jaguar XKE, making me wish once again that I
hadn't sold my old '67 XKE 2+2. Eventually, we
saddled up and doubled back to Highway 92,
turning west to Skyline for the obligatory pil-
grimage to Alice's. After a short stay, six of us
headed down La Honda Road to the coast; Neal
went elsewhere, and Kal would catch up to us in

BEWARE THE IDES OF MARCH

Rendezvous at rest stop.

Half Moon Bay only to disappear again, looking
for gas. It was another beautiful day in Northern
California: sunshine, no fog, and a cool breeze to
keep the air clear. We wound up at Humphrey's
Restaurant in Sharp Park; a nice place with good
food, fair prices and a cozy atmosphere. Having
all the rigs lined up outside attracted a lot of
attention of numerous passers-by, including one
somewhat disrespectful dog...

Vaughn had discovered gas leaking from the
six-cylinder's carbs, up at Alice's. The bike was
having trouble starting and ran rough on the way
to Humphrey's, so he decided to play it safe and
head home while he could. That left five of us;
Jim led as we followed the coast route up to the
Presidio. Our destination was the museum, but
once again, fate intervened. As we approached
the Doyle Drive underpass on Lincoln Avenue,
Del suddenly broke ranks and pulled into a
parking lot, signaling thumbs down. Bill and Hue
immediately doubled back, and Joe eventually
caught Jim's attention, who hadn't seen Del turn
off. Jim and Jimmy, and Alan and Carol, decided
to proceed to the museum; Joe and I would check
on Del and report back to them.

Del had apparently felt something amiss, as
if something was binding his back wheel. He and
Bill dove into the disassembly and diagnosis,
while I went to the museum to inform the others.
Since Bill and Del really didn't need any extra
hands, and Del probably didn't appreciate my
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M/C Run..
BEWARE THE IDES OF MARCH..

taking pictures, Joe and I decided to take a quick
peek at the museum and then we'd all meet back
at Del's bike.

When we returned, we learned the K-bike
had eaten the needle bearings in it's drive shaft
U-joint. ("Then there were four...") Bill and Hue
had already left to pick up their car and trailer in
order to haul Del's broken beauty back to
Madera. ("Then there was three...") It was hard to
leave Del sitting there, but there was nothing else
that could be done. We discussed heading to the
museum on Treasure Island, but Jim and Jimmy
decided to go to the Exploratorium. ("Then there
were two...") I led as Alan and I fought weekend
Marina traffic through the City, to the Bay Bridge
and Treasure Island, where the museum was
actually open this time (but just barely; we
arrived one hour before it closed). Kel eventually

Turning north onto Highway 1.

rejoined us there, as it turned out he had been at
the Presidio but didn't see us. I had thought I had
seen his bike parked by the museum, but I was
busy playing messenger and didn't want to take
the time to find him.

Eventually, Joe and I departed south
("Then there was one..."), stopping at South City
for gas. After topping off, I got another chance to
drive my old three-wheeled friend again. Joe
whined a bit, as he usually does, but after all, I
was supplying his gas money for this run. I will
admit I took advantage of the situation; we went
home via Coyote Point, downtown San Mateo,
Crystal Springs, the Cross in Redwood City, and
from there down El Camino Real to a dinner stop
in Palo Alto, then home.

Despite the attrition, a good run... but
then, that's easy for me to say, isn't it?

More photos over....
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Lined up at Humphrey's.

Bill
and
Del

work
on

Del's
K100RT.

Alan and Carol, and Jim and Jimmy at the Presidio Museum.

M/C Run..
BEWARE THE IDES OF MARCH..
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A beautiful ride on a beautiful day.

Alan, Carol and Joe at the Treasure Island Museum.

M/C Run..
BEWARE THE IDES OF MARCH..
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Coming Events
July 2-3, 1994, Iowa Sidecar Rally, Evansdale, IA. Hosted by Central Iowa Sidecar Association. $5.00 per bike.

Info: Dick or Dorothy Garrison, 926 W. 6th St., Waterloo, IA 50702. (319)2327949.

July 4th weekend, 1994, HACK'D Independence Rally in the hills of West Virginia near Budchannon, W. No
charge, primitive camping, gravel roads. Aprox. 6 mi. north of Buckhannon on Rt. 20, turn east on Hackers
Creek Rd. at Hodgesville, and follow signs for two miles. Note: NO accomodations for RVs on site. Info: Jim
Dodson, (304)472-6146.

July 6-13, 1994, Holiday Rally at Rjukan, Telemark, Norway. Sigurdur Bjarnson (47)55 29 08 08.

July 13-17, 1994, Side-Car Club de France, European Sidecars Rally in Gouzon, "France Center". Campsite
available 11 and 12 July. Info: Marc Thouret, Hameau de Bois, 50470 Tollevast, France. Tel. 33 20 60 23.

July 14-17, 1994, Third Wheel Inc., Side Car Club re-union, in conjunction with RA in the Land of Lakes 1994
BMWRA International Rally at Dakota City Fairgrounds, Farmington, MN. Info: Doug or Estelle Hasert,
(612)7272611. BMWRA info re: cost, restrictions; P.O. Box 21187, Egan, MN 55121-0187 or (407)9847800.

July 28-31, 1994, XII Bigfoot Sidecar Rally, Kitimat, B.C., Canada. Info: Bigfoot in the North, 236 Enterprise
Ave., Kitimat, BC, Canada VBC 2C7.

August 5-7, 1994, Sierra Sidecar Spectacular, Mariposa, CA. Pre-registration $15 per adult. $20 at the gate. $4.50
per kid fairground fee.  Sierra Pacific Sidecar Club, 1281 Avis Dr., San Jose, CA 95126-4005. (408)295-4506.

August 8-14, 1994, Black Hills Motorcycle Classic Rally and Races, Sturgis, SD. (605)347-6570.

August 13, 1994, SSP, College of Du Page, Glen Ellyn, IL. Phone 1 (815)7531683 confirm and registration.

September 2-5, 1994, XII Mirror Lake/Kootney Sidecar Rally, Mirror Lake, B.C., Canada. Info: J. Uberschar,
8160 Rosewell Ave., Richmond, BC, Canada V7A 235.

September 18, 1994, Livermore to Hamilton Run. Meet at Emil Villa's Hickory Pit, 3064 Pacific Ave.,
Livermore, CA. Meet at 9:00a.m. for breakfast, ride departs at 10:30a.m.  Info: Martin J.Filiatrault,21869
Woodburn Dr.,  Cupertino, CA 95014. (408)253-9968.

September 23-25, 1994, Annual General Meeting and Rally, Amot, Telemark, Norway. Info: Sigurdur Bjarnson,
Lobergsalleen 1, N-5032 Minde, Norway. (47) 55 29 08 OB.

September 23 XII Ears Across the Border (location to be announced). Info: J. Uberschar, 8160 Rosewell Ave.,
Richmond, B.C., Canada V7A 235.

Sept. 23. 10th Annual Sidecar and Enthusiasts Rally, Australia.Bush, river setting in a National Park. BYO food
etc. Water on site. Expected cost A$12.50 a head, family discount available. Map & phone #s available later on
request. Info: Rally Organizer, P.O. Box 1069, Blacktown, NSW 2148,

October 22-23, 1994, Griffith Park Sidecar Rally, Los Angeles, CA. Info: Doug Bingham, Sidestrider, 15838
Arminta St., Unit 25, Van Nuys, CA 91406. (818)780-5542.

December 3, 1994, Bigfoot Turkey Feast and Christmas Party. Info: Bigfoot Sidecar Club, J. Uberschar, 8160
Rosewell Ave., Richmond, B.C.. Canada V7A 235.

February, 1995, Brass Monkey Sidecar Rally, President's Day weekend (dates to be announced), tentatively set for
KOA Kampground, Needles, CA. Info: Jack Zollars, (805)942-7110.
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Classifieds
1st Time Ads
For Sale:
Flexit Sidecar, black, electric canopy, air suspen-

sion, will fit K100 BMW or some H-D mod-
els. Call 6-9 PST (702)883-8655. Jim Mallery,
901 W. Sunset Way, Carson City, NV 89703.

1978 BMW R80/7 w/Velorex sidecar, black, EC,
20000 pictures available, $3,700.00 OBO.
George Flanagan, Pearl City, IL 61062.
(815)443-2202.

1977 Ural sidecar, metal body, black-cream, all
fittings and W/S, $489. Nate Weiss, 6154 Haas
St., La Mesa, CA 91942. (619)461-1077.

1992 Areo sidecar, candy apple red, of a 1992
GW1500, top, leaner, gas tank, brake, will
deliver within 500 miles. Price $2,600.00.
George Worley, 615 No. 7th, Atchison, KS
66002. (916)367-4203.

1982 Honda Goldwing w/Hitchhiker sidecar,
runs and looks great, full factory accs. AM/
FM/cass., Progressive shocks, asking
$3,450.00. Ron Rieger, 1940 Williamsburg
Ave., Streamwood, IL 60107. (708)885-3760.

Motorvation Formula II sidecar, color matched to
'90 light blue Goldwing, gas tank, brakes, two
tops, adj. torsion bar suspension. Don
Smedley, 2583 Oak Hill, Wooster, OH 44691.
(216)264-2251.

Rolls Royce of sidecars, EIL GT2 Dbl. wide on
'85 K100RT, 52K, custom blk & silver paint,
many extras. Spectacular one of a kind. Solo
saddle, $12,500. B.J. Carlson, P.O. Box 15554,
Atlanta, GA 30333. (404)3254700 days,
(404)378-1333 eve./wk end.

Two behind cycle trailers: Spirit 15 cu. ft. fiber-
glass cargo, swivel hitch, $500: U-Haul-It 4
ft.x4 ft. flat, swivel hitch, $100, (610)892-
0860. DavidAllen, 100 Beatty Rd., Media, PA
19063.

1994 Champion Daytona 2 seater, lift entry,
convertible top, electric leanout (T.I.L.T.), disc
brake, interior and trunk lights and carpeting, 2

seat belts, hide-a hitch, 4,000 miles; FAC-
TORY mounted to color matched 1984
Goldwing Interstate 1200, leading link
forks, Travelcade seat, (new = stator, starter,
windshield, wheel bearings), extras, One
owner, service records, garage kept, 56,000
mi., Asking $8,900,  (610)892-0860. David
Allen, 100 Beatty Rd., Media, PA 19063.

1984 Goldwing Aspencade with Motorvation
Formula I sidecar, 38K miles, beige, $5,995
OBO. Douglas Patton, Rt. 5, Box 363A,
McMinnville, TN 37110. (615)668-9273.

1980 BMW R80 (Now 1000cc), Bender sidecar,
leading link front fork, saddle bags, fairing, top
box, $5,000.00. Ed Johnson, P.O. Box 8,
Manhattan, IL 60442. (815)4785609.

2nd Time Ads
For Sale:
Watsonian GP w/body susp., tonneau, cony. Fit

any duplex frame, 4/5 point; also LH frame.
Hal Kendall, 711 Plainwood Dr., Houston, TX
77079, or call (713)493-5255.

1980 Suzuki GS1000G shaft dr. Fairing, bags,
Progressive susp. Elect. lean w/Goodwin
sidecar-cargo style. 34K. $3,000. 14001 S.
Hwy 67, Deckers, CO 80135. (303)6472401

Vetter Terra Plane brand new condition still has
stickers, with cover $2500 OBO. Gary
Waybrant, R 1 Box 107A White Rd., Brimley,
MI 49715. (906)635-9161 or (906)635-0106

15 in. rear wheel fits all 1200 Kaw. Voyagers. Re
worked to take 165SR 15 car tire. $350 with
Pirelli P3 mounted. Ed Millray, 3670 Hearne
Ave., Kingman, AZ 86401. (602)698- 9413.

1982 Honda GL1100I, rear air shocks w/mani-
fold. Work perfectly, look new. $125 + ship-
ping or reasonable offer. Robert Brewer, 538
Maple St., Tipton, IN 46072. (317)6757982.

Wanted:
Sidecar and mounts for Honda CX500. appreciate

any help (info) on same. Bill Hess, R1 Box 25,
Mason, WI 54856. (715)765-4488.
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Manufacturers & Services
Business Cards

Rates: $30/6 issues
USCA Members,  $50/

6 issues (one year),
non-members. Send
business card and

check (US funds only)
to: Advertising
Manager, Selma

Heaton-De Vos, 2208
S. Jefferson, Muncie,

IN 47302.
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Classified Form
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Bookshop
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